ia the pit during the brief intermission between the third
and fourth acts of "Carmen." But he -was not there and
Mrs. Johnson, disappointed, dropped the glass again and
wrapped herself tighter into her shawl. She felt chilly.
The intermission went on interminably. The rows of boxes
began to blur once more in front of her eyes, and before
she knew it she had fallen asleep again.

Peter Johnson had left his bos immediately after the
announcement to go back-stage. He was on the board of
directors and he was slightly worried about BhakarofFs
accident. After he had left, Henry Carter sat on for a few
minutes, impatient and rather uneasy. Then he too got up
abruptly, murmured an excuse to his daughter and rushed
after Johnson. He had good reasons. The scene Marina
had made during the first intermission had left htm greatly
ruffled. On the stage Marina would leap and whirl into the
air, a lovely creature made of Stardust and moonlight, not
heavier than a soap bubble. But when it came down to
money matters, she had as much weight and no more sense
than a steam-roller. Handsome Henry was afraid of Marina,
afraid she might run into Johnson back-stage, make a
scandal and shatter all his castles in the air. "Johnson,
wait for me," he called, rushing out to follow his puritan
friend back-stage. Mabel was hurt. Men had no manners,
especially American men. She had gone out of her way to
send the bunch of violets and her lipstick message to
Robert Marsh. He might at least have given her a sign of
recognition, a smile, a bow in her direction. Now success
seemed to have gone to his head and made him vain and
conceited like all the other opera singers she knew, I hope
he'll get fat, she thought spitefully; she had a lovely con-
ception of herself^ all,in white and so terribly, terribly
lonely, misunderstood by everybody and with a broken
heart beneath her pearls and platinum foseS------

Peter, on his part, was not too cheerful either. The opera